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Through the half-open door she heard them arguing in
low voices.
"What's the idea? Does it give you pleasure to hurt
her?" asked the khokhol.
"You have no right to say that!" cried Pavel.
"A fine friend I'd be if I kept my mouth shut and let
you make an idiot of yourself. Why did you have to say
that? Can't you see what's happening?"
"You have to be firm and not be afraid to say *yes' and
'no.' "
"To her?"
"To everybody. I don't want love or friendship that
hangs on to your legs, holding you back.,,,"
"What a hero! Go and wipe your nose! Tell that to
Sasha. She's the one."
"I've already told her."
"Oh no you haven't! You spoke to her gently, lovingly,
I know you did, even if I didn't hear you. But you had to
be the big hero to your mother! All your swagger's not
worth a snap of the finger, if you want to know it!"
Pelagea quickly wiped her tears. In her fear that the
khokhol would say something too rash, she quickly opened
the door and entered the kitchen.
"Br~r~r! How cold it is!" she said loudly, her voice
shaking with fear and grief.,"Who-'d think it was spring?"
She shifted things aimlessly from one place to another,
trying to drown the .voices in the next room.
"Everything's changed," she went on, still louder. "Peo-
ple are getting hotter, the weather colder. Used to be
warm by this time—sun and a clear sky	"
The. voices broke off. She  stood in the  middle  of the
kitchen floor listening.
"Did you hear that?" said the khokhol softly, "It's time
you understood, damn it all! She's got more courage than
you have!"
"Shall we have tea?" she asked in a trembling voice,
hastening to explain the tremble by adding, "Goodness,
I'm quite frozen!"

